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had a boom period. America introduced us to
its cafeterias and snack-bars, and to the ball
game. Athens opened a couple of restaurants,
and the provision shops dressed their windows
with exotic foods which we found pleasant
after butcher's offal and mangel-wurzel and
stewed goat. Insularity disappeared, and for
that period London was truly cosmopolitan.
Certain days of this long winter stand out as
expressive of the whole drama. There was that
August Bank Holiday of 1914, when the atmo-
sphere was so charged with portent that the most
insensitive were aware of it, and Hampstead
Heath went through its motions with a pre-
occupied air. There was that day when the
first news of the Jutland battle gave us the
impression that the Navy had been annihilated.
There was the first air-raid by Zeppelins, when
one of them was brought down at Potters Bar,
and crowds on the Embankment saw the flaming
mass falling through the air, and tried to cheer,
and somehow couldn't. There was the day
when the Gothas came at? noon. There was
another noon when London streets were filled
with blank faces and wondering eyes; when a
pang greater than that caused by any air-raid
seemed to go through the city. It was the noon
when the evening-paper bills said: "Kitchener
Drowned." The public had invested that name
with a sort of ju-ju magic, and for the first hour